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I had heard of Sir Evelyn's fleetness of foot, and realizing that I should have no chance, I saved my face by playing a trick on him. When Lord Wantage dropped the flag I ran a few paces, then returned quietly to the starting-post, leaving Sir Evelyn speeding alone in full uniform down the garden ' path. The sight was so comic that everybody roared with laughter. The future Field-Marshal bore me no ill-will. He was the quaintest old man. I remember on another occasion during the same visit he told me that he could repeat the Lord's Prayer in seven languages, including Hindustani. We were alone in the big hall at Lockinge at the moment, awaiting the summons to dinner. I dared him to prove it. He said he could only do it kneeling, as otherwise he couldn't remember the words. I fetched him a chair. He popped down on his knees, and shutting his eyes began to race through his task. Being very deaf he did not hear the guests gradually assembling for dinner. He was surprised when he opened his eyes at the finish to find them all laughing. But he enjoyed the joke as much as anybody.
In the year 1896 I married Walter Townky, son of Ctorles Townley, of Fulbourne Manor, for many years Lord-Lieutenant of Cambridgeshire. He was at that time a Second Secretary in the Diplomatic Service. My married life has led me so far afield that, in deference to the wishes of my friends, I have set down here some recollections of it in the shape of chapters on many lands.32
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